SOME LETTERS OF
World's Fake has left upon my lips the salt < vanities. I long even for a swallow of Laodicea shaving water to cool my tongue. Hoping to ii dulge with you in that mild beverage before lon|
As ever,             WILL.
CAMBRIDGE, September 17, 1893.
To Robert Morss Lovett
2$ HILTON.
[CAMBRIDGE, Feb. 5, 1894.] DEAR ROB:
The midyears [examinations] have left me Km as a rag, and have convinced me that, instead c an amiable divorce such as you suggest, Philolog and Minerva are destined to part with mutua scorn and vituperation, if indeed their feud doe not result in pistols and pillow-chokings. If yo want to rescue either of them you must come o: in March as you promise, for I will not answe for their lives a day later than the twentieth Joking aside, though, we all expect you then, am are already beginning to plan revels, masques and pageants of royal magnificence to fleet th time withal.i sumed with curiosity. My two weeks' taste of tl
